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HE RAILROAD MAN'S MARRIAGE
OFFER FROM A WESTERN GIRL.

Ay

b"ﬁ- ﬁc, but Would Make Him
an Intrile Wife and He Could
. Fumnish the Money.

e ——

New York Recorder.
'Chauncey M. Depew has received a propo-
Ssal of marriage {rom e young woman in

e;ll_oﬂh. who has taken advantage of the
L year privilege of her sex. A Teporter
i ‘called yesterday to Jearn the history of the
' 4nteresting event.

. “Mr. Depew isp’t In*” said one of the
elerks In the outer office, "but you can see
" Mr. Duval If you like"”

! The reporter was about to turn away, for
+Ahis was his fourth unsuccessful atiempt 10

‘see the president of the New York Central
Just then a caeery voice exclaimed: “Why,
'm in. If it's any one to see me, show him

n."
£ Then Mr. Depew, the owner of the pleas-

ant volce, stepped to the door and cordially

invited the reporter to enter. Then he said:
» "Qir. Recorder, I have read your paper
‘with ever-increasing Interest from the day
_of Its first issue. Each New York paper has

& larger circulation than each other New

York paper, but the Recorder goes merrily

along, fighting for the Republican party,
“and never making impossible claims. What
troubdies you now 7'

The famous malircad president was as
eheerful as if he were presiding at a Fouria
of July celeébration In* mid-ocean, alihiough
e ‘was up to his ears ip work,

*1 would like to kaow, Mr. Depew,” be-
gan the reporter, ""how matlers would ap-
.Pear 10 you if you were to stop all work

and try to'merely kill time by 1dling?*"

* “My boy,” he answered, ‘‘time would kill
me, and before the lapse of six months you
would be giving me a fine sendoff in your
gbituary columns. You are eyeing that cor-
_respondence very closely, I see. 1f you could
bl see the whole of it; if you could but
Jee half of it; if you could but see one-quar-
ter of It."" He toyed with a letter which
appeared to be in 2 feminine hand, and
wheeling around in !ids chalr, said to his
stenographer: “*Wheu did this come?' Be-
fore there was time for a reply he resumed:
*I am asked by persons in all corners of

the worid to soive all manner of problems, to

exiend all manner of assistance {o those who

are in want, and then to tell whether there

Was really any asp at all in question when

Cleopatra killed herself. By and by

wiil deny the existence of Cleopatra herself;

i X n her of the anclent time; but they

' not deny the existence of the modern

tra, who dwells In the West, and

whose assurances of devotion are embodied

in these linea” Again he toyed with the

letter, with &% genuine an alr of enjoyment

&% the " great Giadstone himself shows

'henh watching the play of his little grand
ter.

“Let ma see it, Mr. Depew?"’ asked the re-

porier.
GUILELESS MR. DEPEW.
“I know you well, and trust you in all

" particulars as a man of honor, but this

. really is asking too much.” There was
such an air of coyness and mock gravity in
the way in which these words were spoken
a8 made it evident that the stage lost an
actor of no mean excellence when Chauncey
turned his attention to the railroad business
upon leaving school,

“Well, what does it contain?’ queried
the reporter with stony-hearted persist-
Lvnce.

*Whisper,” Mr. Depew said.”"It's a pro-

osall’’

~“Mr. Depew,” said the reporter, unable to

coniceal his disappointment, “I fall to see

anything wonderful in that A man in

your pesition must be Inundated with such

things every day in the vear. | have no
tensions to any prominence, still scarce-

A day passes that some crank of a fellow

n't try to—"

“Softly,” Interposed the railroad presi-
dent, as the spirit of fun settled down upon
his face, and he lald his arm upon the re-

's arm; “you don't understand."”

= *“But you said a proposal, Mr. Depew?"”

“Quite true; but I mean it i8 a proposal
of marrfage.”

~ _*"Ah, now; this is too good,"” sald the re-

er. "“"Won't you show it to me?™'
He gave way, and in the most delicate

- manner took the knight of the pencil Into

&ils confidence and let him see the Jetter.
communication had the stamp of gooa

falth. The young woman gave her name and
and spoke of her qualifications quite
, It bore the postmark of a city in
ia. There was an alr of simplicity

t the opening sentence. It was:
saw by an advertisement in the papers
Wt you Intend to get married in." Then
went on: “You must have many propos-
‘#ls of marriage from women who are rica
uncultured. Now, I am poor, but In-
sellectual, and as for money, or rather the

-

‘want of it, I feel quite certain, Mr. Depew,

your generous heart and plethoric purse.

will more than make up for that deflciency."
The writer referred to the marriage of ex-
- President Harrison In glowl terms, and
closed with a request for a “full and early

really must keep that,” said Mr. Depew,

- &8 he folled the letter and put it away in

s
)

.

-
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Iy ‘think I can beat this experience in

; “What do you think of it?”
after a pause,
“1t is t reading.,” replied the re-
porter, timidly.
' A MATREMONIAL AGENT.
. T know,” answered Mr. Depew; “but

den't you think if that sort of thing were

- 10 be encouraged they would be making a

matrimonial oureau of me in a short time—
& sort of uptown Castie Garden, so to
speak?”

“It might reach indefinite proportions,
Mr. Depew, it is true,” remarked the re-
porter; “but it would soon be discovered
that there was not enough of you to go
Bround.”™ '
~ *“Quite right, quite right,” he exclaimed.

ubt_l-lymnndrulmndprd-

drew his chair close by until
earshot of the long-distance
“over which Mr. Depew paused
to exchange words with a

te in the Chicago Audi-

t that. A strange
in here yesterday

they -
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York Central, ds 't to =
1'2:1 mccg the great °'5‘?.‘;,““°"',,',’,.‘?‘

consciously ame one contin crescendo,

and as he ce '.lpukl.n;'hetmodmz‘

to the long ce telephone and asked

Central this time to give him Doston.” &
“The Laureate's poem on Jameson's

must have impressed you,” observed the

porter.

“Impressed me, sir! Why, it did more.
It impacted me, if I might coin & word: took
me off my feet, lald me flat on my back-
knocked me down, in & word. Just think of
the closing stanza-—in all ?robcbﬂit! pone of
the most pathetic and profound lnspirations
that ever touched the arts of men with
the power of song:

““Wrong, wa= it? Wrong? Well, maybe;
Still, I think at the Judgment Day,

When God sifts the good from the bad men
There'll be something more to say.'
“There,” he echoed, as he sald good-by to

the tslephone and good-by to the reporter.

“That ought to do for one day.”

A WEEK'S MENU,

Hints to the Housewife When Plan«
ning for Her Table,
Table Talk.

MONDAY, MAY 11
—~PBreakfast.—

Fruit
Sugar and Cream.
Baked Potatoes,
Coffee.

Wheatlet.
Erofled Chops.
Rolils.
—Lunch.—
Egg Timbales. Whole Wheat Muffins,
SBlaw.

Fruit,

Cold
Ceylon Tea.

—Dinner.—
Vermicelll Soup.

Veal Potple.

Ricaed Potatoes.
Lettuce,

Waflers.
Snowballs.

String Beans,
French Dressaing.
Cheese.
Foamy Sauce.
Coflee.
TUESDAY, MAY. 12
—Breakfast.—
Fruit.

Farina, Sugar and Cream.
Calf's Bralns with Black Butter.
Fried Mush.

Toast. Coffee.

—Lunch,—
Veal Terrapin (In Chafing Dish.)
Waflles. Fruit.
Cocoa.

—Dinner.—
Puree a la Beaufort.
Broiled Shoulder of Mutton,
Boiled Rice, Stewed Tomatoes.
Dandelion Salad.

Strawherry Puffs,
Coffee

WEDNESDAY, May 13.
~—RBreakfast,—
Fruit.
Quaker Oats. Sugar and Cream.

Potatoes and Bacon en Brochette.
Lorn Bread. Coflee,

Wafers. Cheese,

—Lunch.—

Hashed Mutton on Toast.
Omelet Soufile. Cocoa.

—Dinner.—
Mutton Broth.
Spring Chicken, Deviled,
Potato SoufMe. Salsify Fritters.
Radish Salad.
Wafers. Cheese.
Pineapple :ice.
Coffee.
THURSDAY, MAY .
—Breakfast.—
Fruit.
Sugar and Cream.
Bolled Potatoes,
Coffee,

Barley Crystals.
Spanizh Omelet.

Rice Muffins.
—Lunch,—

Deviled Crabs.
Coffee.

—Dinner.—
I.ittle Neck Clams.

Broiled Steal. Sauce Bearnaise,
Baked Macaroni. Asparagus.
Lettuce. French Dressing,
Walers. La Delicatesse Cheese.
Snow Pudding.

Coffee.

FRIDAY,; MAY 15
—Breakfast,—

Fruit.
Sugar and Cream.
Potatoes au Gratin,
Coffee.

Fruit. Wafers,

Granose,
Brolled Mackerel.
}ii’:ils.
—Lunch.—
Curried Egs.-:.
Red Cavbhage Slaw.
Walfers, Ceylon Tea.
—Dinner.—
Split Pea Soup.
Fillets of Flounder, Breaded.
Beefsteak-Tomato Ketchup.
Potato Balls, Spinach.
Tomato Mayonnaise,

Strawberry Mold.
Caffee.

SATURDAY, MAY 16
—Breakfast.—

Fruit.

Sugar and Cream.
Cream Sauce.
Coffee.

'Wafers. Cheese.

Wheatlet.
Panned Tomatoes.
Corn Muflins,
—Lunch.—

Fish Salad.

—Dinner.—
Vegetable Soup.
Baked Heart. Brown Gravy.
Bolled Rlice. Fried Egg FPiant.
Nut and Olive Salad.
Cheese Fingers.
Omelet Souffie,
SUNDAY, MAY 17
—Breakfast.—

Fruit.

Farina, Sugar and Cream.
Sweetbreads Saute. Cream Sauce.
French ¥Fried Potatoes.

Coftee.

WafMes, Chocolate.

Coffee.

English Mufiins.
—Dinner.—

Julienne Soup.
Roast Beef. Yorkshire Pudding,
Stuffed Tomatoes.
New ts, Creamed.
e
elicatesse
Bavarian Cream. heese.
Coffee.

—Supper.—

Crabs, St. Laurent (in Chafing Dish.)
Sditines with Caviare.
Baby Shortcakes,
Coffee.

Wafers.

ITALIAN TYPES OF BEAUTY.

A Collegs Professor so Pretty She Had
# Te Hid by a Screen,
Baltimore Sun.

The great writer, Boeccaceio, in a Latin
work rarel read and little known, has
drawn a picture of the physical charms
which should be combined in one person to
fulfill his ideal of a beautiful woman. He is
rather exigent. The lady who aspires to the
title “beautiful” should have fair, curly and
shundant hair; a breoad, smooth, ecandid
brow; very fine, thin, black eyebrows, not
bushy, but smooth; not straight, but round
and arched, at a proper distance, and di-
vided by a clear white space; the form of
the eyebrows must be such that, if joined
together, they would form a perfect circle.
The eyes were neither to be 80 sunk as to be
almost hidden nor too projecting; they were
to ht:o serious, long a brown, ““full of the

of love.”
uiioocaccio is equally pleased with black
and long, that have a gentle nnde,l::xghing
SAR TouRSed CRULE Mol Mot & e
an Ve a
neither arched, nor 32{ nor “tip-tilted,” a:

Tennyson ‘i‘fmml describes the turned-
& nose. e mouth should be small, with

that do not pout, disclosing white and

ual teeth: there should not be too much

stance between the mouth and ‘he chin,

which ought not to be but
rounded and concave in the middle.

These requirements put forward by the old
romancist, the father of the Itallan
demonstrate the great attention given to the
gurg'orh dotgﬁthu.the l:dlu '! th;

R o
{mriod their best to live up to. In Bo-

ogna re was the chief occupa-
tion, beauty was not
b w‘ . negleoted. And Novella

Mdl'ﬂ. t,hg tqur..
teenth century, in the great
s0 beautiful that

-f

universi
she was

behind a curtain lest

charms should

distract the at-
T of
centuries

ught a picture
usion that
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THE ONE MAN NEEDED 70 PUT THE
GIANTS ON THEIR FEET.

;cw Was Such'a Cry for Help as
mt New York Now Sends Up for
. the Indianapolis Twirler.

v
R

New York Journal,

It is a great thing to be Amos Rusle, to
have thousands of people hungering for you
ard shouting themseives hoarse for you,
and not to answer thelr prayers. Caesar
put away the crown upon the Lupecrcal and

joved at watching the Roman people grovel
and beseech him to be thelr boss and thelr

demi-god. That was a :ong time ago. There
were no baseball extras to print. columns
about Caesar and “roast™ his enemies and

let loose the wailting, inviting verses of base-
ball poets who couldn’t do without him any

longer,

The ““bleachers’” at Rome could no! yearn
for @ man as the New York bleacheries and
their population yearn for Amos. Probably
there has not been a man in all history
more madly sought after. “‘Come over into
Macedonia and help us,” was a piteous cry,
but a sadder, more grievous one is that song
that New York sings day after day, as its
team of Glants goes gravitating down the
standing list:

We want ye, Amie Rusie,
An' we want ye mighty badiy;
We want ye, Amie Rusie, yes we do.

Anathemas and maledictlons enough have
been hurled at President Freedman, of the
New York Baseball Club, to drive a sensi-
tivé man to drink or to going to bed and
leaving the gas turned on. But he is a stiff-
necked generation, and swears Rusie shall
ot have the same money he had last year.

And Amos, big and brawny, with the skill
of a Japanese juggler and the nerve of a
Spartan, sits stlll in his home town of In-
dianapolis and declares he'll go back to
lounge-making in the old factory before he'll
be browbeaten into coming back like a
whipped schoolboy and wearing the dunce
cap, and taking the buffets from a boss
whose only desire is to give him the worst

of It

And while they stand thus, glaring at one
angther, the New York team is promptly and
steadily going to the dogs for the lack of
pitchers, and the pennant is already growing
a pair of stout wings on itself and fiying
further from this town with almost every
game that is played,

And the Neow York enthusiasts are break-
ing their hearts.

It is a great thing to be Amos Rusis,

And why is he 0 wanted, this Amos? Why
are the thousands of despondent rogters sure
he I8 the only Moses, as well as the only
Amos that can lead them out of this wilder-
ness of woe and disaster?

[.ooKk at the fine pictures here. Look at
!Ru:-ie,_ giripped to the buff, and in action.
That is the real Amos, That, barring a few
clothes, is the way he would look, with a
slugger 2t the bat, three balle and strikes,
and the chance of a cross-eved umpire atio
couldn’t see the hall. For Rusie never loses
his nerve. He never fears to let drive at
full speed in the tigntest kind of a place.

RUSIE'S GREAT CURVES.
And he never pliches straight bdlls for

fear of sacrificing his speed, either. He
doesn't have to. His curves are a= fast as
straight balis. He has pulled the Giants out
of a hole many a time and oft, just because
he had unlimiied sand, and skill] and musdle
to back it.

Look at the giant moulding of those Hoos-
fer legs, and that back, and those sinewy
arms. That 212 pounds of Rusie is what the
New York baseball cranks want to see in
the pitcher's box. "The office boy who plays
hookey an afternoon to go to the game would

bet all the sesterces his emplover h: i
thl, if Freedman wowid g'i\'e”iln '\anrdhll.?l ignllgg
in to bang at the adversary with that awful
inshoot of his, and that high ball that noth-
ing but Harveyized steel is fit to s:and up
against,

t 18 fairly heartrending to sit In the
grand stand on a baseball day and note the
downecast visages all around you when a line
drive goes past the unfortunate piteher,
who is not Rusie, or one of the visiting
team trots grinning down to first base on
called balls. There goes up a grief-laden
murmur, and your neighbor utters a

damn” under his breath, with the added
and soulful declaration that “Amos would
never have done that; never in the world!”
Then in the mental score cards of five
thousand sufferers there goes down an-
other error to Freedman.

Dumber, but even deeper, is the misery of
the cranks who buy the baseball extras,
and hang in stricken groups about the city
score boards, when the home team is heing
drubbed and trounced upon some foreign
fleld by teams which, with Rusie ‘n *he
box, your New Yorker is sure they could
polish off like a plate of cakes.

But imagination would have hard work
indeed to paint the riotous joy that would
reign in this town if at the next home
game Rusie's name should appear mn the
cast. Examine those hands. The pictares
will show you the way this human caiapult
does his business. It is easy to und:estand,
when you study these pictures, why 't wss
that when John B. Day hrought Rusie here
from the West he had to pay 37,0 for a
catcher like Charley Farrell, who was hard-
fisted enough to take him throughout a
hard-fought game. 8

And laying aside local erde and a longing
for the pennant, this Amos has afforded
New York ball-goers an almost incredibla
amocunt of that unparalleled baseball ner-
vous tension which they pay their money
for. It is a dissipation, to be sure, just like
any other, but tension Is what your New
Yorker wants, and the more he gets of it in
return for his spending monev the more he
thinks of the chap who gives it to him.
That Is why they worship Rusle, and -like
Rachel weeping for her children, will not
be comforted because he Js not. Rusie has
never disappointed them when they wanted
to be strung 1:‘:- and kept strung up, never
gotten ‘“rattled’” nor ‘‘flabbergast and
turned ill their keen joy of battle Into deep
and darining disgust. :

TEHE ROW WITH FREEDMAN.
And with all the struggles in which Amos
has won out for New York, with his record
of man after man struck out In the most
foriorn of hopes and victory fairly strangled
from defeat, with the memory of the large
stack of shining “simoleons’ he has brought

into the ecash box, it is small wonder that
he should be loath to rent that 212 pounds

of braing and brawn and deftness and pluck
for $2,400 the season, especlally when the re-
duction of $600 is accompanied by 1wany un-

kind, even savage, speeches,

The row between Rusie and Freedman,
which has been Keeping Amos in Indianap-
olis and, the “rooters” believe, sending
New York's pennant chances skittering off
up the blowhole at the very opening of the
season, has been argued pro and con in col-

. It has been ferce and
unpleasant. t started, to recount |t
briefly, in Jacksonville last year when the
Giants were training there. Rusie drank
too much. He never denied it. said
that he got drunk and insulted the yor
of the town. That was very naughty. In
Baltimore again he and “Eddie” Burke, of
Burkeville, got “loaded,” and were fined $100
each. Burke's fine was remitted. Rusie
asked that his fine be remitted, too, on con
dition. of behavior. Freedman prom-
ised to remit it, and Rusie played the season
out like a major. The last game of the sea-
son was with Baltimore, and Freedman

.
bl

i

7
K
£

§

_!}
3

ray oy AP N RN T Y
0 : '

! -

L =

Arce! of her :

Cad! girl, however, and

the West, She is a

soft Bair combed

» rlish face. She is

m in manner,

t on duty is interested In

[ life Just as much as any

age. She Is an eminently

by whetl Strong RS it 3 sysonym (of o1
a synon or o

or ill-dressed, or dizsagreeable,

HUSBAND BEATER FINED.

But It Is Not Rélated that He Begged
for Her Release.

from

New York Sun, )
‘For the first time in his judiclal career of
geven years Justice Goetting fined a woman-
for husband beating yesterday. The woman
was Amelia Rylin, of 5 South First street,
Willlamsbugg, and It appeared from the evi-
dence that for the year during which they
had been married she has been in the habit
of giving her husband a good thumping on
an average of three times a week. Rylin is
a sugarhouse worker, and looks like a man

who would be able to take care of himself.
His wife is no larger thar he, but every time
she Jlooked toward him in the Lee-avenue
Police Court room yesterday bis knees grew
wabbly under him. It was evident that he
was thoroughly cowed, and, from the story
he told of his wedded life, he had reason
to be.

“Judge,” he said, with tears in his eyes,
“as there's a God in heaven, if I don't get
away from her she'll kill me yet.”

“Oh, I guess it isn't as bad as that,” said
the Justice, soothingly. “What has she been
doing to you?"

“What hasn't she been doing to me?”
groaned the downtrodden husband. *“I can’t
begin to tell you all of it, but I'H tell you

what I can remember. It began about a
month after we were married. One night

I came heme and found no supper. I asked
her what was the matter and she said she
didn't feel llke getting supper. 1 said that
was no way to treat a husband, and she
said if I talked to her she'd show me how

to treat a husband. Your Honor, if I'd a-
known all I know now I'd a-swallowed my

tongue sooner than talk back, but I didn't.
I said something, and the first thing I knew
she was sittiag on the back of my neck
pounding my face against the floor.

“*I'll Jearn you to talk to me,” she says, ‘1
ain't any animal for you to treat like you
want to,"” she says. ‘You can't take advant-
age of your being a man to act like a brute,’

she says, and she jumped up and down on
me till I eould feel every c¢rack in the floor
making creases in my face. 1 don't know
how long it lasted, but after a while I got
out doors some way and ran away. The
last thing I heard was her yelling that she'd
have me arrested if I tried any of my rough
ways with her.”

“Couldn'tt you defend yourself against
her‘.;' asked Justice Goetting, much Inter-
ested.

“*“1 thought I could, Judge, but I was way
off. 'ithe’d got one taste of lickin' me, and
she liked .It. But ghe didn't go for me again
right away. She waited for an excuse. A
day or two Jater I dropped a plate and
smashed It, and she run me into a corner
Iand smashed me. I pushed her away, and

says:

* ‘Melia,” says I, ‘if you don't leave me
alone I'll forget you're a woman and do you
up 300431-' e ,

The complainant’s voice was choked with
emotion.

“Well, go.on,” sald Justice Goetting en-
couragingly. ‘‘She didn’t lay hands on you
after that warsdng, did she?” _

“You're right, she didn't, Judge,”” whis-
pered thé unfortunate Rylin. “‘She got the
poker and lammed me with that. I've got
some bumps on the back of my head, your
Honor, that would surprise an unmarried
man. They come of my defending myself
against her.

“After that it got g0 that she'd do me up
for any reason, and if there wasn't any
she'd make one. If it rained when she
wanted to go out she'd take it out of me,
or if the milkman didn't come on time or
the fire went ont or anything happened
wrong 1 got it right in the neck. if 1
didn't get up iu . the lmzn'mn'.;I she'd pour
hot water over me, and when I'd get home
at night and say "'Good evening' to her—ior
I was always polite 10 her, your Honor-
like as not I'd have to dodge the teapot
before I could get in, and then if it broke
I'd cateh hell for that, begging your Hon-
or's pardon.”

“Don't apologize;
Goetting.,

“You don't kfivw what I suffered, Judge.
Rédwany lady ever go for you with a stove

“Not that I can remember,"” replied the
Court.

“You'd remember it if she had,"” said Ry-
lin, with a deep sigh. “But there's worse
than stove lids, Our lids are so heavy she
couldn't throw 'em'very good, and I'd fct
a chance to dodge; but the people that
talks about women not knowing how to
throw straight had ought to see my wife at
work on me. Still T'd rather she'd throw
than not, for there's a chance she might
miss., A chuna cup hurts llke blazes if you
get it handle-end on, and a ‘handful of
knives amtd forks is no joke, but let me tell
you, Judge, it's the coal scuttle that does
the business. If you ever have any trouble
with a lady, Judge, and she picks up a coal
scuttle you want to get out. If you can't
get out the door get out the window. Don't
make any difference if it's the fourth story;
you get out and lake your chances of the
jump. It was the coal scuttle did me the
time they thought my s&kull was fractured
and 1T was golng up. I wish I had. That
scared her and she quit the scuttle, After
that it was mostly something 1light and
easy, like the wash board or the mop or
frying pan. You ought to see her handle a
frying pan when she gets worked up. It
don’t hurt much when you get the t of
it, but it makes a terrible racket, and that
sort of soothes her down. When she got
terrible mad she’d lake the furniture.
That's an awful expensive way of lickin' a
man, for she'd spoil a chair most every

time.

By _took to reading the papers to find
out cases where men licked their wives, and
she'd read 'em to me and say:

‘“That's the way you brutes treat us poor
women. That's the way you'd like to treat
me, ain't it, you coward?”

“Then she'd kick me on the shins. If you
never had a4 lady kick your shins, your
Honor, you don't know how it hurts. hey
don't use their toes llke a man. They have
sharp heels and they jam these into your
shing and take all the skin off. I used ¢o
blow in half my wages on piasters, and
th;né ﬂe'd.nck me for not bringing home

lp“‘vﬁutrwds‘l # wvou had “her arrested for
final 7" asked Justice Goetting.

“] was afratd she was going to starve me
to death,” replied poor Rylin. “Some of the
fellows told me whad a fool I was to stand
that from my wife and said that I ougnt
to iick her, but when I asked "em to come
home and help me lick her they said they
didn't want to put their noses into another
man's £ affairs. That's where they
knew their business, for thoy'd got 'em
smashed if they'd put 'em into any of her
affairs. I got spunky and I put some barrel
staves up my pant iegs and some padding
over ribs, and I went home and says:

“ "Melia,' T says, ‘I've had enough of this
and you ain't goin' to lick me any more.”

‘1 don't kngw what I said next, but I
think I must have hollowed ‘murder’ or
‘help,” or something, because when I was
fali down stairs one ot.the neighbors ran
out and sajd, ‘She's doin' him ain,’ and
then ran back.

go on,” said Justice

a broom

it nder 3 ain't dead, and it's
“Judge, it's a wonder , & '8
dragged

me by the ears,
:n?lzil!mumm otlock_ edy me the

m:tv;lmnrlnthe

- ez _....:
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GREATEST SALE ON |
RECORD!

OUR SPECIAL GUARANTEE OFFERINGS

®
Made from Clay Diagonals, Serges, Home-Spuns, French \Thibets, Fancy Plaids,
Check Worsteds, Dress Worsteds, Uniform Cloths and

Silk-mixed Cassimeres.

2000 STILES—ArL AT Tne one Price—)ff ST

812

Well Worth Double the Money we ask.

OUR GUARANTEE.
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36 EAST WAS

We guarantee that Suit No. ..., bought during our
Tweed Mont and Harrison Woolen Mills 8pecial Sale, is
well worth 825, and if not satisfactory we will refund
purchase price within thirty days from date.

to keep said garments in thorough repair and press
free of charge for one year. :

THE AMERICAN TAILORS,

INGTON STR

ECONOMICAL WIVES,
Tales by Men :)-t—some of the Things
Thet Women Do.

New York Sun.

The older married men of the party nodded
their heads gravely and sympathiziugly as
one of their number told how he had been
breakfasting upon salt mackerel ever since
last fall, because his*wife was economical
and had discovered that salt mackerel could
be purchased half a cent a pound cheaper
by the barrel than at retail, and so had
bought & barrel of it, and, the stuff once
pald for, something hadeto be done with it.
But the young man in the party seemed to
be amused rather than otherwise,

“*My wife,”” he said cheerfully,
shrewd, practical housekeeper.”

The other married men looked upon him
with disapproval as he made this remark.
Then another among them reiated how he
had decided to grant himself the indulgence
of half a dozen outing shirts for his summer
outfit; how, in an evil hour, he had seen an
advertisement of outing shirts at §2.50 each
at a certain dry goods store, and, thinking
to save half a dollar on each shirt by buy-
ing ready made at $2.50 each, Instead of
having them made to order at 8 a plece,
he had handed $15 to his wife and intrusted
to her the commission of buying the shirts;
and how she had brought home with her six
shirts at 49 cents each, a $5.98 suit of ready-
made bargaln clothes, and a $1.98 box of
cigars, and, with a look of mingled love and
exultation, had handed him the change, In-
cluding a lot of horrible pennies, as proof
of her abllity to provide him with every-
thing he needed and still practice economy.
Lastly he tried to piciure adequately his
feelings at the awful moment when he re-
alized that she actually expected him to
wear the clothes and smoke the cigars,

Again the older married men modded their
heads gravely and s,mpathizingly but the
young man went so far as to chuckle.

*“My wife,” he said, "is a remarkably sen-
sible woman."”

This time the older married men showed
unmistakable symptoms of annoyance when
the young man spoke. Neverthelees, a third
one among them went on to add his e ri-
ence to that of the others. He described (he
economy which had resulted In his wife's
tryln.ﬁ seven different servants in five weeks,
and had thereby doubled his expenses ow-
ing to the cost of the ex meals which
they had been obliged to take at restaurants
in the intervals between the dismis==al of one
girl and the arrival of the next. The older
married men sighed knowingly and nodded
their heads for the third time; but the young
man laughed outright.

“I know,” he s=aid, ‘‘that I'm a lucky fel-

“is a

-low to have a wom1in of sense for a wife.”

The older married men got tired this time
at the interruption uttered by the young

“man, The oldest of them tapped him on the

shoulder.
- "Look here,” he said, “your wife's & wom-
ain't she?"

to-night. Will you be able to go to the
opera”’”

“Go?" she cried, jumping up. “I wouldn't
miss It for the world.”

So they went. She hesitated as ' they
reached the entrance of the opera house,

“I—I1 go' scatlg up stairs,”” she said, ‘“Those
down stairs cost so much. and I wanted to
be economlecal. Do you mind?”

**Not a bit,” he replied. “Except on your
account, Aren't you too tired to climb the |
stairs?”

“*Oh, no,” she returned, smiling sweetly,
as she paused in front of a mirror, “1 don't
mind in the least.”

They climbed. Presently they reached an-
other mirror, and again she paused and
smiled sweetly. 8Still they climbed.

“Whew!" he sald, as he stonned on a
landing to get breath. ““How much higher
up is it?

“1 don't think it can be much higher,” she
said, looking into a glass and giving a co-
gquettish touch to her hat., *“The man said
the seats were not the highest In the house.
And 1 think he said something about an
eievator, but T supposed you would know
all about that.”

“My love of music was never so greal that
I took an elevator to hear it,”" he retorted.
“But,” he added repentantly, “It's on your
account. How do you stand climbing all these
stalrs?”

“Oh, I don't mind it," she replied, turning
her head to one side to get the proper view
of her hat, and smiling with Increased
sweelness,

““Say,” he said suddenly, like one making
a discovery, "do you know that's a mighty ‘
pretty hat? I don't remember ever seeing
it before.”

She turned on him with a haif courtesy.

“Is it, indced?"” she replied. “I was won-
dering how lonz you wouid be in finding it
out. And you don't remember seeing it be-
fore? You men don't know anything."” And
on she swept up the stairs,

They landed somewhere under the roof
where lovers of music remaln entranced and
ordinary mortals stew. There he twisted and
turned, but she sat smiling sweetly. He drew
a long breath of relief when it was all over.

“Ugh!” he sald. “We need somethi re-
freshing after that ordeal. Hello! lnﬁmve
forgotten my money. You don't happen to
have the change of the money I gave you
this morning to buy the seats with,-do you?”

“Yes," she replied with a little hesitation
in her manner as she opened her
and took out slowly a one-~dollar bill, a quar-
ter and a dime, and offered them to him.
He took the maoney, looked it over and over,
apd then locked at her.

“Is that all?” he asked. :

“Yes,” she replied, looking from under
her eyelids at the reflection of her hat in
thel?.m' it -dollar b

“But it was a Lwently ar bill I
you," he insisted. - ey

“*Yes,” gne replled with a blush.

“And those awful seats with the stairs and
2:“:11 thrown in didn't cost 218.65." he sail

ernly.

“*No,”" she said sofltly. “They were $4.”

He counted over the money ostentatiously,

“I didn't get dear ones,” she said, ‘‘be-
cauae”l don’t wanl you to think me extrava-

}:Ie turned to go down stairs in silence.

“And I'm not extravagant,” she went on.
*You said yourself that this was a ht
pretty hat. Those were your own wo {
think it's perfectiy lovelf& And do you
know,” she went on wulf increasing t,
“what they had the nerve to ask for it?
Twenty-seven dollars! i made them come
down to $14.65, while all the other women
;&n’ﬂzhtm for the!::m at any price. And

ou think me extravagant,” she con-

dugﬁt witgi & pout. & H

“*Not a not a bit, my dear,™
sy B

. W were

‘flmnhmnts, consisting of soda “taro‘l.t“;
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mediaeval and modern, both in serious ard
and carieature. Here, among the French
gpecimens, i= a4 pack flivsirating the revod
lution of 1830, with portraits of Louls Phi
lippe and others, and as a contrast we me
with a burlesque pack, “Cartes a Rire,” de=-
signed by Baron Atthalin to while awa
the tedium of a long sea voyvage. Some of®
the heraldic packs are of great rarity, ons
engraved about 188, with suft marks feure
de-lis, eagies, roser and Plons; and another,
of earlier date, having the arms of the
siates of Europe—France, Germany, :%;.a.ln
and Ttaly.

The various fortune-teiling cardes secem to
have a lighter mission, and there are good
sets of natural history subjects. Among the
German lots are geveral of the series origi«
nated by Cotta, a bookseler of Tubingen, ton
form an annual issue of packs called “Kare
ten Almanach,” in which the numerais, dife
ferent in each year, should conrain fanicful
degigne, while the court cards shonld {llus
trate historical and ciassical characters, And
other sety eminently inastructive, s e<labore
ately engraved 'with maps of the countrie#
of Europe.

In the English part of the collection ths
rulers of Greal Britain are well represented,
while there are fanciful. emblematic, and,
Weé may say, coniroversial packs, sa proe
nounced are certain caricatures and the
picting of events of the seventéenth century,
Some musical cards of about 1724 have song®
In which have been discerned features of Ir,
Arne’s compositions. The Italian serice Iné
cludes a good many ocuricus ‘“*Taro-ch¥*
Ppacks of rare kind, one being the ““Tarocchi
di Mantegana.” consldered d{according to
Bartsch) to be the earlier of two famous
gets engraved In tie fifteenth century,

in‘-

A PENALTY OF HUMOR.

For Being “F‘u-ni-" Mark Twain Pays
n High Price.
Brander Matthews in Harper.

We have to-day here in the United States
as a contempora™y a great humori=t, who s
also one of the masters of Engiish prose.
He is one of the foremost story-tellers of th
world, ™kh the gift of swift parrative. wit!
the ceriain p of human nature, with
rare power of presenting character at a pase
sionate crisis. ere is not In the fiction of
our ianguage and of our country eny: iing
finer of its kind than any one of half a dozen
chapters in ““Tom Sawyer."” In “Huckleberry
Finn,” in "Pudd’nhe Wilson.”

Partly because Rhis fliotion is uneven, and
Is never long sustained at its highest level of
excellence, partly because he has also wrile
teh too much that is [ittle better than bure
lesque and extravaganza, but chiefly be-
cause he iz primarily a humorist, because
he is free from cant and sham pathos bee
cause he does not take himself tco seriouse
ly, because his humor is free, flowing, une
falling, because his laughter g robust and
contagions and irresistible, because he has
‘mc,da more of our scattered Engiish-sneaks
ing pecple jaug: than any other man our
time—because¢ of all these things we o nt
see that In all fiotion, since the sincle foot

rint on the shore fell under the eyes o 'ha

rightehed Crusoe, there Is no more thrille
ing moment than that when the hano of
Indian Joe (his one enemy) comes siowy
within the vision of Tom Sawyer, Jost in the
cave: we do not s=ee that no ons of our
American novelists has ever shown more
insight into the springs of human :~ion or
more dramatic force than is revealed in
Huck Kinn's account of the Shephenison-
Grangerford feud, and of the attempt 0
iynch Coionel Sherburn; we do not see that
it would be hard to select from all the stiory-
tellers of the nineteenth eentury a scenc of
immeasurable thos surpassing that in

Pudd’'nhead Ison"” when the wreiched
¢ bers K " sells his own mother

n the ﬂnli“

hen we that the man who wrote
these chapters, and =0 many mn!;f- only &
little marvelous in their vigor and thelr
truth, set Adown In most accounts of
American  Miterature as a funny man oniy,
when we see him with a line or
‘l’.':.:: mﬁﬂl’ comment, as though Mark

were A new r humorist, 8

chance ri o
Ward, or

of John Phoenix, or Ariemus
Keérr, as a vender of
comie cony.
& ue that humor

we have it brought home
is & n for which

the biil. Mr. Clem-
) than any onc ¢ls8
has had to pay a higher

At T heir Own m ©.

Philadelphia Record.
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